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forms, like captives in ancient triumphs, tokens of
the victory of the insurrection; then the large
carriage containing the royal family: LaFayette and
M. d'Estaing, the commander of the National Guard
of Versailles, rode, one on each side of the carriage.
A noisy crowd clung close to the carriage. There
were but few cries of " Long live the King!"
Everywhere rose shouts of " Long live the Nation!
Down with the black caps I To the lantern with the
bishops!" As if in mockery, a magnificent sun shone
on this funeral procession of royalty. The weather,
which had been abominable the day before, was
delightful on that day. While authority, discipline,
honor, everything that makes a nation's power and
glory, had been insulted in the person of the son of
Saint Louis, of Henri IV., of Louis XIV., the autumn
was glowing with its last splendor, the birds were
singing in the woods of Viroflay. The majesty of
nature seemed to protest by its calm against human
agitation and folly.

After a journey of seven hours, the royal family
was to sleep that night in Paris, in its palace, or
rather in its prison. The drama of Versailles was
over; the drama of the Tuileries was beginning.